THE    MEMOIRS    OF    RALPH    RASHLEIGH
London. Essex Street, Strand, where he lodged, had been
burnt down, one side of the street having been entirely
gutted. Sick with apprehension, he took the first available
coach, which landed him. in the evening at the Golden
Cross, Charing Cross. He raced up the Strand to Essex
Street, and at a single glance he knew that complete loss
had befallen him. Only the shell remained of the house
in which he had lodged; it was a blackened ruin, and its
walls were being demolished by an emergency gang of
workmen, as they were in danger of falling.
Half demented with rage, Ralph Rashleigh went into
a neighbouring tavern, and drank himself into a state of
oblivion.